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The transport truck slowly eased off onto the side of the road. With a staccato 
hiss of air brakes, it slowly gave up its momentum in a low diesel grumble. Its 
eighteen big Goodyear tires crunched on the gravel as it came to a stop. 


The mud-spattered door on the passenger's side of the rig swung open, and the 
cuffs of a pair of faded denim jeans appeared in the opening. The heavy material 
hung down to touch feet that were clad in Birkenstock sandals. The sandals low- 
ered, heels outward, onto the ‘running board’ over the big silver fuel tank. 


Like some sort of strange breach birth, more of the figure continued to emerge, 
bass-ackwards, into the golden-orange world of a summer sunset. Even as the 
long, denim-clad legs gave way to slender hips and a taut posterior, the owner of 
the slowly emerging form continued speaking to the driver of the truck in a rich 
contralto tinged with more than a hint of fanaticism. 


“not that | don’t appreciate the lift,” she was saying, as she continued easing 
backwards out of the truck, “it’s just that | wanted you to understand just how 
much pollution one of these petroleum-fueled dinosaurs puts out in a day - and 
for what? To haul unnecessary, unimportant products from pollution-causing 
production plants to space-wasting distribution centers, where they'll be sold to 
a public that will end up simply throwing them away into another waste-filled 
landfill site.” 


The tall, rangy young woman finally stepped down onto the gravel verge, her 
slim body cast unconsciously into an almost confrontational pose. 


“If just a few people in the industry, people like yourself, would speak up against 
the damage your vehicles do to our environment,” she said, not pleadingly, but 
with the passionate devotion of the righteous, “perhaps we can finally turn the 
corner...” 


Suddenly, a faded olive-drab backpack literally flew out of the truck’s darkened 
interior, and the tall woman was forced to lunge to the side in order to grab it 
before it hit the ground. While she was so occupied, a burly, hirsute arm appeared 
in the opening. The hand wrapping itself around the door handle and pulled it 
shut with an authoritative metal thud. With a belch of black diesel exhaust, the 
‘petroleum-fueled dinosaur’ began rolling again, gathering speed as quickly as 





the driver could work his way through the gears. 


Tera Johnson watched the truck ease back onto the cracked and patched two- 
lane road. Her expressive lips tightened in resigned anger as its white paint job 
turned a rich golden shade by the light of the setting sun. Blowing a lock of sandy- 
brown hair out of her face with an exasperated huff, Tera slung her backpack up 
onto her shoulder and turned away from the road. 


The graveled drive, winding its way from the road and into a thickly wooded 
vale, led to a beautiful old Victorian home set in the vale’s exact center. The sharply 
pitched roof, the third floors, and the conical roof-caps of the two turreted rooms 
were still lit by the sinking sun, leaving the rest of the red-bricked house in the 
deep shadow of the ancients oaks and walnuts that surrounded it. Somehow, 
despite its remote surrounding and its general air of vacancy, the house didn’t 
exude the sort of ‘horror movie’ aura almost expected of such a large, ornate old 
house. 


Tera headed down the graveled drive, her long legs moving ina loose, easy stride. 
She admired the ancient trees and thick brush, untouched by any landscaper 
save Mother Nature, that surrounded the house’s meadow-like ‘yard’. Aside from 
the drive and the house itself, the area had been left in its wild splendor, right 
down to the clear, trilling stream that trickled from the hills behind the house to 
run under the old-fashioned stone-and-wood bridge halfway down the drive. 


As Tera crossed the arched little bridge, she found herself entering the shadows 
cast by the tall trees that surrounded the house. Shivering slightly, she pulled her 
denim jacket a little tighter over the thin, shift-like white blouse she wore. The 
chill breeze that was rolling out of the northwest promised rain. Despite the purely 
involuntary reaction to the breeze, Tera not only didn’t feel the least bit unnerved 
by the remote vale and its house, but she was actually feeling strangely calm 
and peaceful as she walked across the last stretch of the drive and sat herself 
down on a wooden step leading up to the house’s deep porch. 


Tera spent a moment admiring the ornate, hand-crafted trimwork of the house, 
thinking that such amazing artistry of the twined branches and leaves lovingly 
carved into the wood nearly validated the death of the trees required to produce 
it. Lowering her gaze from the ornate work, Tera squinted her hazel eyes in the 
direction of the setting sun, then rummaged in the front pocket of her denim 





jacket, extracting a much-folded letter. 

Drawing her long legs up to rest on the step below her, she smoothed the piece 
of paper out on the shelf of her knees, and re-read the letter for the dozenth 
time. 


My mame is Rickaan Wiplock, ano T am the executoR FoR 

tue estate of Mas. Tera Weatueral, et al. - Mas. Weatnenal 

BEING your late GReat-Gaanpmotner. As pea tHe instructions 

r left in Hea last will anp testament, T Am FORWARDING tHE 
FollowinG instauctions, exactly AS SHE SPEeciFied? 


$ 
| Dean Miss Jonnson, 
l 
l 
! 
‘ 


‘My dean youne Teras HAVING speciFien tuat, shoul you ee 
Named AS T was, you would iMMeRit A PARE OWNERSHIP IN tHE 
Home tHat T AND my FRIENDS SHARED UPON REACHING youn 
twenty -Fiast BIRTHDAY, T am assuming that T Am inpeep 
l USING tHE coRREct FoRm oF ADDRESS FoR A DEScENDANt T HAVE 
NEVER met. 
Te you SHould wish to kNow why T mape poth the 
Bequest AND the stipulation, AND AlSo DîScovER tHE REASONS 
BEHIND the IiFe-lovG FeEliNGS oF BEING out-oF-place AND DiScoN- 
Nected Faom Society, BE At Valewaven No laten than tHe Sunset 
oN tHe EVE OF youR twenty -First BIRTHDAY, WHERE you meet 
THREE OTHER YOUNG WOMEN, EACH OF WHom will Also HAVE one oF 
tHE FouR keys NECESSARY to unlock tHE DOOR oF youR NEw Home 
| - AS well AS to tHE DOORS oF Both youR past AND Futuae. ” 
| 


T Realize that tais mAy SEEM SomEwHAT cRyptic, But is 
tHe BeSt INFORMATION I cAN pRovipe. T assume THAT you will 
Find out what tais is All About, iF AND WHEN you SHoulp ARRIVE 
at ‘Valenaven’, tHE ADDRESS OF which, AND iNStAuctioNS oN How 
to Get there, T nave taken tHe lieeaty oF iNeluDiNnG. 


fe Sincere ly, 
ichAQD Wiolock. 





Fingering the old, somewhat tarnished brass key that had been folded up in the 
letter, Tera peered again at the setting sun, wondering if all - or even any - of the 
other three women mentioned were going to bother showing up. 


She got an answer to the silent question a moment later, when she heard the 
sound of a car pulling into the unseen end of the driveway. With a rattling rev of 
the engine, the bright-red Festiva appeared around the curve of trees that blocked 
off Tera’s view of the rest of the drive. Its tiny engine obviously in the midst of 
catastrophic failure, the Festiva only barely managed the slight incline of the 
arched bridge, as a mixture of smoke and steam came gushing from beneath the 
car’s candy-apple-red hood. 


With a spluttering and clattering accompanied by a nerve-rending grinding 
sound, the car finally gave up the ghost. Its tiny little wheels only remained mov- 
ing because of the force of gravity as the smoldering little car rolled down the 
other side of the bridge and coasted a dozen more feet up the driveway before 
coming to what, by all indications, was to be a permanent rest. 


All things considered, the fiery-haired woman who climbed out of the car 
seemed in a surprisingly good mood, waving energetically at Tera and shouting 
a greeting as she reached back into the vehicle to grab something off the dash- 
board. Emerging again, the supple, shapely young woman stuck a cigarette be- 
tween her full, red lips and used a silver Zippo to bring it to life. Kicking the car 
door shut with one sneaker-clad foot, the redhead slipped the lighter into the 
pocket of her short denim skirt, then began walking towards Tera. 


Eyebrows lifted, Tera watched the woman approach. Her well-curved hips 
swayed considerably more than utterly necessary as her long, shapely legs car- 
ried her forward with a bouncy, perky stride. The full, wavy head of hair surrounded 
a face that boasted a broad pair of cheekbones and heavy-lidded eyes that were 
a startling shade of gas-jet blue, and the young woman’s full, mobile lips seemed 
permanently cast ina slight, knowing smile that was more than just slightly chal- 


lenging. 


Given the way the womans fairly full bust moved under the bright red T-shirt 
she wore, it seemed highly likely that she wasn’t wearing a bra, which caused 
Tera’s eyebrow to raise even higher. She, herself, didn’t wear the male-centric 





sign of bondage, of course - but, then again, her ‘B’-cups were considerably less 
mobile than the grapefruit-sized breasts the red-head’s tight shirt so glaringly 
displayed. 


“Hey, there.” The fiery-haired woman spoke in a smoky, effortlessly sensual voice, 


her full lips curving even more. “Name’s Orinda McNair, but | go by ‘Red’. 


“Tera Johnson, uh... ‘Red’...” Tera introduced herself, rising. “If you don’t mind 
me saying, you don’t seem all that upset about your car...” 


“Whoa, you're one long drink a’water, aintcha?” Red said, tilting her head back 
to wink at the six-foot-two woman who topped her by a good eight inches. “Any- 
way, the car got me all the way here from New York, which is the most | figure a 
two-hundred dollar car owes me, right?” 


“I guess...” Tera agreed, somewhat unsure how to take the fast-talking, incred- 
ibly energetic woman. From the way she moved and spoke, Tera was beginning 
to think that the air of constant sexual energy the woman was putting out was 
almost unintentional. Even the knowing, challenging look on her strong, seduc- 
tive face was more from the natural shape of the features than any actual ex- 
pression. 


“So...” Red said, flipping her full, shaggy mane - which was a true, rich red and 
not the copper-orange so many people called red - out of her face, “you get a 
weird letter and a key from some lawyer, too?” 


“Yes | did, as a matter of...” 


“Thought so,” Red interrupted - not rudely, but as if she had so much energy 
trapped in her supple body that she had to let it out before she exploded. “Who 
could resist a good mystery, ‘specially if it comes with a new house thrown in, 
hey?” 


With a speed that left Tera feeling a little lost, Red jiggled-bounced back a couple 
of paces and looked up at the house. “Nice place. Plenty of space for, you know, 
parties and stuff. Probably worth a mint, too, even with it being way out here, 





huh?” 


The grunt at the end sounded like an opening for a response, but Tera still didn’t 
have any idea what to say to the flame-haired woman who now seemed to al- 
most be dancing to music only she could hear. Her hips and shoulders moved in 
slow, more-than-just-faintly-enticing movements even when she was ostensi- 
bly standing still. 


Red, however, didn’t seem to need a response, waiting only the barest second 
before plunging onward, “Hey, it'd really suck if just three of us came, and couldn't 
get inside, wouldn't it?” Red bounced slightly on her toes as she peered back over 
her shoulder towards the drive. “Unless, of course, one of us knows how to pick 
locks - you know how to pick locks, Tera? Me, | don’t know how, but | saw this guy 
| was dating do it once, so maybe I'll try it, if it comes to that.” 


Allin one breath, too - impressive, in an annoying sort of way, Tera though wryly. 


Suddenly - and almost miraculously - Red fell silent, holding up one slender hand 
as she cocked her head. “Hey, you hear that...?” Red asked, eyes unfocused. De- 
spite anything else Tera thought about the shapely young woman, she had good 
hearing - it took a long second of straining before Tera picked out the slowly 
swelling, beating sound in the clear air. 


“sounds like a chopper - the whirly-bird kind, not the Harley kind, if you know 
what | mean,” Red said, shooting a quick flash of almost florescent-white teeth 
at Tera. 


She was right. Rising from a dull, barely-noticeable sound to a rising crescendo 
of air-slapping percussion, the sound of the aircraft preceded its appearance by 
scant seconds. The ungainly-looking aircraft swept in from the west, the final 
light of the sunset reflecting brightly off the bug-like vehicle’s bulbous Plexiglas 
canopy as it circled the meadow once. 


With a certain dexterity that bespoke an experienced hand at the controls, the 
old Bell helicopter flared out over the center of the field and settled to the ground 
as lightly as a butterfly landing on a rose petal. Its tubular frame and bubble 
cockpit made famous by the TV series M*A*S*H, the old twin-seat Bell helicopter 





looked even more unlikely on the ground than it did in the sky. Tera felt a twinge 
of annoyance at the unlovely, pollution-causing contraption ‘cluttering up’ the 
lovely meadow. 


Pushing the thought aside, Tera followed as Red bounced off towards the heli- 
copter, her long stride only marginally slower than the much more energetic scis- 
soring of the other woman's well-formed legs. As the blades swung to a stop, 
two women - both blondes, but otherwise as different as night and day - climbed 
out of the cockpit and walked a few steps towards the approaching women. 


“Hey, how’s it going...?” Red asked. “Name’s Orinda, but you can call me ‘Red’ - 
assumin’ you can ever get a word in edgewise. Generally speaking, I’m generally 
speaking. As for the beanpole behind me, she says her name is Tera - and hey, 
you're quite the giantess yourself, aren’t you?” 


The last was directed at the woman who'd been the passenger in the helicop- 
ter. Tall, toned, and awesomely tanned, the golden-haired woman with the body 
of an athletic goddess was wearing a pair of black spandex bike-shorts, a white 
spandex crop top, and a scowl. 


“Don’t mind her,” Tera said, catching up to the irrepressible Red. “In case it went 
by a little too quickly, my name’s Tera.” 


The scowl faded, and the tawny goddess even managed an uncertain smile for 
Tera as she held out a hand. “Carrie Malnick,” she introduced herself in a voice 
that managed to be quite deep, without being anything but feminine. Between 
her exquisitely toned body’s perfect tan and the golden-blonde mane of hair held 
out of her strong-yet-beautiful face by a black headband, Carrie could have been 
a living statue cast in gold. 


It would have been a statue cast in the ‘heroic’ mold, Tera thought - Carrie hada 
good two inches on her, maybe even three. Tera, who wasn’t used to having to 
look up to meet very many people’s eyes, found it somewhat disconcerting. 


There was no such problem with the other blonde, however. Barely five feet tall, 
the almost unrealistically ‘cute’ young woman had eyes the most amazing shade 
of silver-gray Tera had ever seen. “Aurora Liddle,” she introduced herself. She spoke 





in a sweet, trilling voice that reminded Tera of the singing voice of Charlotte 
Church, even when the petite blonde was simply speaking. She was amazingly 
fine-boned, with a mischievous, elfin face beneath her short pixie-cut mop of 
platinum blonde hair. It seemed like only the heavy leather flight jacket she wore 
over her white halter-top and pale blue slacks kept Aurora from blowing away in 
the breeze. “I guess | should be wishing you a happy birthday, shouldn't 1?” 


Faced with the tiny pilot’s irritable grin and sparkling, mischievous eyes, Tera 
couldn’t help but grin back. “Thank you, kind lady - and the same to you.” 


Behind her, Red laughed - and the sound, so rich and full of energetic life, leached 
away much of the animosity Tera felt for her. You simply couldn't help but feel 
some sort of affection for anybody who could laugh with such a lively disregard 
for any other consideration. 


“Since we're all here, and it’s getting more than just a /eeet/e bit chilly, why 
don’t we go into the house?” Tera suggested. 


“Sounds great to me,” Carrie agreed quickly, her remarkable body shivering in 
the negligible protection her scant outfit provided. 


“Actually, if | can just get you two ladies to help me,” Aurora said, gesturing at 
the helicopter, “I can post-flight in no time.” 


They helped the diminutive aviatrix put the helicopter’s blades fore-and-aft and 
then tie them down. Tera and Carrie shared a grin as Red fired off an unbroken 
string of questions about the helicopter to Aurora, who handled the unstoppable 
red-head with a cheerful series of tongue-in-cheek replies that made the whole 
thing seem more like some sort of friendly competition for vocal dominance than 
a conversation. 


“What she lacks in height, Aurora more than makes up for in wits,” Carrie mut- 
tered to Tera as they began heading towards the house. “I got the letter at sort of 
the last minute, and so was down at the airport hoping to hire a charter plane to 
get me down here in time - and there was Aurora, tying some bean-counter type 
up with his own words as he tried to tell her she couldn't fuel up for another 
hour. By the time she'd convinced the poor sap that his ‘logic’ had been insisting 





she had the right to be fueled first the entire time, I'd decided she was the pilot | 
wanted. Imagine my surprise when | asked her where she was going...” 


Tera chuckled slightly as they climbed the steps to the now darkened porch. “I 
don’t know whether to be surprised or not, anymore. Honestly - given the odds 
that all four descendants of four women who'd shared a house together would 
all have their twenty-first birthday on the same day, a little thing like your chance 
encounter seems trivial.” 


Carrie, barely visible in the twilight, blinked and looked thoughtful. 


“Well, what are you waiting for...2” Red asked as she literally skipped up the 
stairs. “Let’s unlock the door and get inside!” 


The four young women gathered at front of the door, looking at the four locks 
that ran up the left-hand side of the heavy oak door. After a few attempts, they 
managed to figure out which key went in which lock - an event that caused Tera 
to make a thoughtful sound. Aurora shot her a sharp, questioning glance at the 
unpronounceable-but-unmistakable sound of an ‘interesting thought’ - but Tera 
waved away the unspoken question, not wanting to get into it at the moment. 
Pushing the door open, they stepped into the darkness beyond. 


“| wonder if the electric bill’s paid,” Carrie said, hand fumbling along the wall. 
What she found wasn’t a light-switch, but buttons - a row of black ‘bakelite’ 
buttons, set in pairs within a brass plate. Pushing each raised button popped the 
paired, recessed one out - and brought lights flaring to life. 


“Wow - | think I’m gonna like this,” Red said. Apparently, not even awe was able 
to steal her voice as she looked around at the marble floor, the highly-polished 
oak paneling, and the undeniably expensive antique furnishings. 


Tera, however, barely noticed any of this - as her eyes had fallen on the very, 
very old envelope propped up on a table near the entrance. 


An envelope that bore their names. 
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UAAPTER ll: Alion 


“Look at this,” Tera said, her voice echoing slightly in the cavernous foyer. Rather 
numbly taking a couple of steps forward, she picked up the crisp, dry old enve- 
lope, holding it out so that the others could see their names written in the neat, 
old-fashioned handwriting. 


“Well, since it’s addressed to us, | think you should open it and see what it says,” 
Aurora suggested, a slightly odd tone in her voice. 


Feeling strangely hesitant, Tera did just that, unfolding the equally ancient sheet 
of paper that was inside. Lifting it for a better angle of light, her hazel eyes quickly 
read through the script-like handwriting as the others breathlessly waited... and, 
stunned, she began reading it again, sure she must have misread it, somehow. 


It was, quite predictably, Red who broke the silence. “Well, does it say anything 
about me in there?” she demanded, hands clenched just below her breasts as 
she literally jiggled in supposedly repressed excitement. 


“It says you're a nymph...” Tera replied, numbly. 
Red blinked. 


“Well, sure, | like spending time with guys, but | don’t...” she began protesting - 
though in a decidedly ‘just going through the motions’ tone of voice. 

“She said ‘nymph’, not ‘nympho’,” Aurora interrupted, her elfin face even cute in 
its serious cast. “I think she was referring to all of us, though - weren't you, Tera?” 


All three women shot the diminutive blonde a look. “You already know what's 
in this...2” Tera asked somewhat accusingly, shaking the letter slightly. 








“No - | just had a few suspicions about things,” Aurora said, holding her dainty 
hands up in a placating manner. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but that letter says 
that the four of us are nymphs - elemental spirits made flesh. In fact, the four 
‘cardinal’ sprits - isn’t that right, Tera?” 


The emphasis on her name made Tera’s skin crawl, since it indicated just how 
quick-witted the petite woman actually was, if she’d figured it all out on her own. 
“That’s right,” Tera agreed. “It says that we represent water, fire, air and... earth.” 


“Wait a second,” Carrie said. Her eyes narrowed, and a look of disbelief came 
over her face. “This is some sort of joke, right?” 


“| don’t get it,” Red said, plaintively. “What are you talking about?” 
“May I...2” Aurora asked, holding a hand out to Tera. 


Glad to let the other woman handle the task of explaining, Tera handed the 
letter over, mind still whirling with the implications of what she’d read. Aurora 
quickly skimmed the letter with the air of a person simply verifying something, 
rather than learning anything new. Nodding to herself, she looked at the other 
three women. 


“| suggest we bring our things in,” she suggested, quickly raising a hand to fore- 
stall any argument. “I, for one, brought along some wine, and | think we each 
need a drink in hand and a comfortable seat before we go any further...” 


* k KOK k 


Comfortably folded up in the armchair, glass of wine at her elbow, Aurora looked 
over the other three women clustered on the old-fashioned furnishings in the 
parlor. 


“To begin,” Aurora said slowly, her face an interesting study under the light 
from the fireplace, “when | was old enough, my mother explained to me why | 
had such an ‘odd’ name - about the entire bequest, in fact. Armed with the name, 





and the information about this house, | began to do some research - and found 
something very interesting indeed.” 


Taking a sip of the wine, Aurora shifted position before continuing, “Our respec- 
tive great-grandfathers, on our mothers’ side, were four young fortune-seekers 
who, searching for gold, came to these hills one summer when they were young. 
Though there were no towns or villages in the area at that time, these men some- 
how managed to end up married to four lovely young women - women, | may 
add, who apparently had no next of kin, and no last name other than that which 
they took from the marriage.” 


“Women with the same names as us,” Red interjected, earning her a glare from 
the two tallest women and a nod from Aurora. 


“That’s right,” she agreed. “Moreover, the four young men never went back home, 
instead choosing to build a home they would all share together - this home. 
Whenever asked, the reason given was that the ladies couldn't bear the thought 
of leaving this place - though there was no sign of habitation, not for miles.” 


“Our great-grandmothers lived out here? | mean, before the house was here?” 
Red asked, frowning. “Where did they live?” 


“Well, to be completely accurate, they didn’t exactly ‘live’ here, though they ex- 
isted here,” Aurora explained. “You see, they were ‘spirits’, supernatural creatures 
who didn’t need a home. What they were looking for, however, was something 
very different...” 

“Men?” Red asked, grinning. 

“Companionship,” Carrie ‘suggested’ with a glower in Red’s direction. 


“Mortality,” Aurora sadly corrected them both. 


All three listeners blinked, not having expected that. 


“These four ‘spirits’, the cardinal spirits, were effectively immortal. All the lesser 
spirits, though long lived, hadn’t been immortal. So, these four had been the last 





of their kind, and - aside from each other - utterly alone for the past two thou- 
sand years or so.” 


Tera gasped, eyes misting over as she clapped a hand to her mouth. 


“Exactly,” Aurora seconded the sentiment. “So, they took mortal husbands. Not 
just lovers, which they'd done many times before, but husbands - under the quite- 
literal bonds of holy matrimony. Which also allowed them to age, and eventually 
die. Their blood, however, flowed through their daughter’s veins, and their 
daughter's daughters... and, every few generations, the ‘nymph’ strain breeds 
truer. Tonight, at about midnight, we will take up our Attributes and Aspects.” 


For once, Carrie beat Red to the question: “Our what?” 


“Attributes and Aspects,” Aurora explained. “Each of us has an attribute - a 
‘power’, if you will. For example: Carrie, you are a naiad, or a water nymph, and 
your power will be over water - not surprisingly, you’ve had an avid interest in 
water all your life, haven't you? Swimming, diving, snorkeling... anything, as long 
as it was in, under or on water. Tera, on the other hand, is a Dryad, an earth spirit 
-whereas | am an air spirit, and Red, a fire spirit.” 


There was a collective silence as each woman looked back over their life, at their 
interests and personalities, and felt even more of their doubts eroding. 


“Our Aspect...” Aurora said, slowly, “now, that’s something that can’t be pre- 
dicted. You see, technically speaking, we’re not really ‘human’, at least not fully. 
So, there will be some sort of visible trait that we'll share in common, marking us 
as... well, ‘sisters’ isn’t right, but it’s close enough.” 


“Like... we'll all end up with bright green skin or something?” Red asked, frown- 
ing. 


“| think cloven hooves are the old standby,” Aurora said, dead-pan. 


Silence reigned - until broken by Aurora’s silver laugh. “I’m joking!” she said. 
“Girls, let me sum up: Sometime near midnight tonight, we’re supposed to each 
get an incredible new power of some sort, whose sole ‘cost’ being that we'll also 
develop a physical trait, common to all four of us, that will mark us as being 





‘nymphs’ - but without going so far as to make us appear as inhuman. So, maybe 
we'll all end up with the varying shades of the same hair and eye colors, or some- 
thing like that. | can’t imagine it’ll be anything too bad.” 


“Assuming that this isn’t a load of horse-shit...” Carrie said, loudly, her emphasis 
indicating she was doing no such thing, “...then we'll know for sure any time now 
- since it’s nearly midnight.” Startled, the other women checked their watches, 
finding that, between the late hour of the summer sunset and the time spent 
choosing rooms to throw their belongs in, midnight was dogging their heels un- 
noticed. With disbelief stamped on her strong features, Carrie made a pointed 
issue of lifting one sneaker-clad foot and staring at. “No cloven hooves yet,” she 
said, acidly. “Any of you gals feel any strange new supernatural abilities stirring...?” 


“| dunno - all these strange coincidences...” Red said, doubtfully. 


“like the fact that each of our keys fit the locks in shortest-to-tallest sequence?” 
Tera asked, pointedly. 


“No need to argue,” Aurora said, quickly, “we'll know for sure anytime...” 


In the huge, sprawling mansion, the sudden sound of heavy chimes seemed to 
echo and re-echo into infinity. 


“Who on earth...2” Aurora said, as the doorbell peeled its deep tones again. 


“Only one way to find out,” Carrie said, rising. “Beats sitting around waiting for 
something ‘magical’ to happen...” 


“Maybe it’d be best if we ignored it...” Aurora suggested in vain. Carrie shot her 
a disgusted look, then headed for the front door. 


Red stood, nervously shifting from one foot to the other - then darted off after 
the bronzed goddess. With a shrug and a sympathetic look, Tera went off after 
them, and Aurora soon came up quickly from behind. By the time they reached it, 
Carrie was already hauling the heavy door open. 








Looking more than a tad nervous, a slender, though quite well-muscled, young 
man stood outlined in the light streaming from the door. His face was sheepish 
under his thatch of sandy-blond hair. 


“| hope I’m not disturbing you, or anything,” he said, head tilted back as he spoke 
to Carrie. “I’m Jack Carruthers, your ‘next door’ neighbor, even if it’s more than a 
mile away. | was heading home from work, and noticed lights on...” 


“So you thought you'd stop in and see why an ‘empty’ house was all lit up?” 
Tera asked. 


“Well, yes - especially when | saw the little Ford just sitting in the middle of the 
drive...” Jack admitted - then pulled the hand out from behind his back with a 
grin, revealing a bottle of Scotch. “Also, to offer a housewarming gift to my new 
neighbors, whoever they might turn out to be...” 


“| bet you certainly didn’t expect a foursome of fine-looking ladies, didjya, Jack?” 
Red grinned, winking. “Well, | guess we couldn’t have expected a good Samari- 
tan neighbor who also happens to have great taste in booze, either. Why don’t 
you and your fourteen-year-old-friend come on in?” 


“It’s sort of late,” Aurora said quickly, trying to nip the offer in the bud. 


“Nonsense,” Carrie said, more to annoy Aurora than out of any real interest in 
the rangy young man. “By the way - I’m Carrie...” With Aurora’s smile somewhat 
strained, the women introduced themselves as Carrie led them all back to the 
parlor. 


Tera was a bit surprised to find Jack’s acknowledgment of her introduction more 
than perfunctory. Though attractive enough in her own right, she’d almost ex- 
pected to be ‘pushed out’ by the presence of the other three women. After all, 
between Red’s oozing sensuality, Aurora’s pert cuteness, and Carrie’s towering 
golden perfection, her own ‘natural’ good looks and usually most-apparent height 





were somewhat overwhelmed. 


Jack, however, seemed politely interested in all four women without being overly 
‘gaga’, leading Tera to wonder if Jack might be one of those nearly-mythical men 
whose brain decided to handle his hormones, instead of the other way around. 
She was even more impressed when Jack picked up on Aurora’s attitude as they 
sat down, since the petite blonde was doing her best to be politely sociable. 


“Look, maybe | am intruding, and it is late...” Jack said, starting to rise, “...so why 
don’t | just leave the gift, and...” 


“Nonsense!” Carrie said, a bit too forcibly, as she put a hand on Jack’s shoulder 
and all-but-shoved him back down. She shot Aurora a wicked glance. “I’m abso- 
lutely positive that your visit will be the most interesting thing about tonight.” 


Aware that he seemed to be caught in some sort of cross-fire, Jack quickly turned 

a pleading gaze on Red... and got a smoldering, hungry look in return. Finding no 
help - but definitely some promise - in that gaze, Jack looked at Tera question- 
ingly. The rangy woman shrugged, palms up, in helpless commiseration of the 
situation. 


“So, Jack - you were saying you were just on the way home from work?” Red 
asked, smiling. “What do you do, anyway - and how did you happen to have a 
bottle of fourteen year old Scotch with you at the time?” 


“Actually, | work down at the liquor store,” Jack explained. “As it happens, we 
were overstocked on the scotch, so the manager gave an employee discount on 
it to move it.” A sheepish grin stretched across Jack’s face as he shrugged, then 
admitted: “Actually, I’ve got the rest of an entire case still sitting out in my trunk.” 


“Well, discounted or not, | bet it tastes great,” Red said, tossing off the rest of 
her wine and holding out her glass. “Why don’t you open that bad boy up, hand- 
some?” 


Jack hesitated. All things considered, he wasn’t absolutely sure he could handle 
Red with whatever inhibitions she might actually have further loosened. On the 
other hand, he couldn’t seem to find a good reason not to comply... 





..except that a ‘distraction’ was handed to him on a silver platter when Aurora 
let out a sharp gasp. “Oh, my!” the pale blonde said, silvery eyes widening in sur- 
prise as she sucked in another gust of breath. Her slender, doll-like hands gripped 
the arms of the chair as she sat bolt upright in it. “I... I think something is starting 
to happen.” 


“Miss, uh, Aurora? Are you all right...2” Jack asked, concerned. 
Carrie snorted, “Ignore her, Jack - she’s just fooling around.” 


Tera, however, wasn't nearly so certain - the look on Aurora’s face didn’t look 
like it was some sort of gag. Putting her glass down, Tera quickly knelt beside the 
other woman’s armchair. “Are you all right?” she asked - a bit surprised by just 
how much concern there was in her own voice, having only known the bright 
little woman for such a short while. 


“Yes, | think so,” Aurora said. “In fact, it’s actually quite pleasant. There’s a tin- 
glingin my...” she paused, the faint flush nevertheless remarkably visible against 
her pale skin as her eyes shifted quickly to Jack, then back to Tera. “In my chest,” 
she finished, her musical voice level. “As | said, it’s entirely pleasant, but there’s a 
sort of... ‘pressure’, almost as if...” Her somewhat clinical description of the sen- 
sations broke off with another gasp as the flush deepened... 


„and her halter top twitched. 

There was no other word for what happened. Perhaps the others, some dis- 
tance away, might have missed it, but Tera’s proximity guaranteed she saw the 
way the fabric over Aurora’s chest suddenly jerked outwards, as if flicked from 
inside by unseen fingers. 


“Ow...” Aurora said, mildly, “Ow, ow, ow...” 


“What is it!” Tera worriedly said, the ‘pleasant’ sensation having obviously been 
replaced with some sort of mild discomfort. 


Aurora didn’t answer. At least, not verbally. Her actions, however, spoke vol- 
umes. As the faint blush deepened into a rosy red glow, her pale hands slipped 
into the opening of her top and rummaged around for a second - and then 
emerged a moment later holding her small, functional white bra. 





Jack blinked. 


“Going a bit far with the routine, aren't we...?” Carrie asked caustically, folding 
her well-muscled arms under her own not-unimpressive chest. “There’s more 
subtle ways to get attention, you know.” 


“Yeah, but not many more effective ones...” Red said, eyes glittering with an odd 
regret as she looked at Jack’s face. “You know, | might just start wearing a bra, if 
for no other reason than the reaction it gets when | pull it off...” Jack flushed 
suddenly, tearing his eyes away from the petite blonde’s chest and staring vaguely 
off into space. 


“It was too tight...” Aurora told Tera, not bothering to lower her voice, despite 
the deep blush that still suffused her face. “That tingling is also getting stron- 


” 


ger... 


“Oh, is it....2” Carrie said, her tone acidic - and then her voice died in her throat 
and hew jaw dropped. 


The thin layer of white fabric covering Aurora’s chest was slowly beginning to 
push outwards. It wasn’t all that fast, but it was unmistakable - as the fabric was 
being pushed slowly away from her slender rib-cage, the lace-trimmed hem of 
the top was being pulled upwards, slowly exposing more and more of her tiny 
waist and flat stomach as it rose. 


Even her belly button is incredibly cute, Tera noted numbly. It was a random 
thought, fluttering across a suddenly blank mind, as she was busy trying to deal 
with the sudden tingling sensation that had begun to build in her chest. It was 
indeed a very pleasant, almost warm sensation, but Tera’s eyes, still locked on 
the fabric being pushed slowly away from Aurora’s ribcage, had a pretty good 
idea what it heralded. 


“This is some sort of gag... right?” Carrie asked - but in a very doubtful tone, 
since she’d been with the diminutive woman ever since they’d lifted off from the 
airport, and hadn’t seen her ‘rig herself up’ in any way. 


“|... don’t think so...” Tera said in a voice an octave higher than her usual pitch, 





her eyes wide as her suddenly trembling hands went to the denim jacket she 
was wearing and pulled it off. 


Considering that Tera and Aurora were each staring at their own chests, and 
the other two women were alternating their gazes back and forth between those 
self-same chests, Jack really couldn’t be blamed for staring as well. 


Aurora, still blushing furiously, had lost the stiffness she’d first exhibited at the 
onset. Her hands loosened their grip on the chair as she leaned back against the 
over-stuffed back, a wispy smile coming to her lips. “Oh, my...” she said in a musi- 
cal sigh, “oh, my, that feels... good...” 


The white top had once covered endowments well suited to the diminutive stat- 
ure of the platinum blonde, just barely making it to ‘A’-cup. Now, however, there 
was no mistaking the still-conical shape of the breasts pushing against the top, 
now probably firmly into the ‘C’-cup range, and tipped with what were unmis- 
takably erect nipples. 


“Are her tits... growing...?” Jack asked no one in particular. 


“Yes, her... “ Tera paused, shifting uncomfortably, and corrected herself, “...our 
breasts are growing.” 


“This isa gag, isn’t it...2” Carrie asked - but now she asked plaintively, her breath 
short and quick in anticipation of the answer. 


“Yeah, what’s...” Red started to asked - then gasped, eyes flying wide as her hands 
flew to her chest... and then, slowly at first, but with growing conviction, she 
started to smile. 


“Oh, my...” Aurora said, dreamily. “Oh, my, yes...” 
Jack’s eyes were flitting from one chest to another, as the effect, barely began, 


really began to take hold - even in Carrie, whose golden skin got as pale as it ever 
did when she felt the first tingling sensation centered on her own bosom. 


“Oh, yes...” Aurora gasped again, eyes closed and lips curled into a smile. Her 
hands left the arms of the chair and came to her swelling bosom, first gripping, 





then kneading, the swelling flesh underneath. 


Having also filled out as they'd grown, the breasts she was now fondling were 
no longer conical, but were now spherical, resembling in size and shape a pair of 
grapefruit. And her hands were treating them in much the same manner one 
might squeeze a grapefruit to check for ripeness... but with much more pleasur- 
able results than any mere fruit shopping could ever provide even the most ram- 
pant fruitaphile. “Oh, 
yes, yes, yes...” Aurora re- 
peated ina joyful trill, as 
the physical pleasure of 
the growth was 
matched with the emo- 
tional pleasure the un- 
til-now flat-chested girl 
felt at finally ‘filling out’. 
“Oh, my dear God, 
yes...” 


It was almost as if her 
burgeoning bust had 
been waiting for that 
emphatic affirmation. 
With her shout, her new 
bust-line practically ex- 
ploded outward, the 
firm mounds swelling 
with amazing speed. 
The kerchief-style hal- 
ter-top was basically 
nothing morethan atri- 
angle of white, lace- 
edged fabric held in 
place by a strap around , a 
the neck and a strap 
around her back. Having 
slowly ridden upwards as her swelling breasts had required more of the fabric to 
cover them, the strap at the back had gone as high as it could go - and, with the 








sudden spurt of growth, had taken all the strain it could handle. With a ‘pop’, the 
strap gave way, and the suddenly loose fabric flapped once, then settled into the 
growing cavern of Aurora’s expanding cleavage. 


Her nipples - bright pink and also amazingly cute, Tera noticed in passing - were 
now as large as her pinkie finger to the second joint, and their full engorgement 
had little to do with the cool evening air. Leading the way, like the spear-tips of 
advancing troops, her breasts continued to push further and further out from 
her chest. 


Tera suddenly sat down hard, her own hands flying to her shift-style blouse as 
her face took on an odd look. “Wait a second,” she said, almost as if speaking to 
the bust she was staring down at, “I don’t know about this...” Her breasts, how- 
ever, didn’t seem inclined to listen to reasons. As the tall, rangy woman gasped, 
they rapidly began to swell, added mass building rapidly behind the ever-increas- 
ing enclosure of taut flesh that enclosed them. 


Tera was suddenly very glad that she’d never bothered with a bra - because, 
unlike Aurora, her breasts weren't considerate enough to start off slowly. Instead, 
they swelled with a stunning speed, quickly drawing the once-loose fabric of her 
light shirt taut. “Wait, slow down,” Tera pleaded with her rapidly inflating breasts, 
vainly pressing her hands against them in an effort to slow their growth. All she 
accomplished was a sudden burst of pleasure as her expanding nipples pushed 
firmly into the palms of her hands. 


Gasping, feeling the tightness of her shirt starting to create a painful pressure, 
Tera forced herself to accept the inevitable. Wrapping one strong hand around 
the edge of the fabric now pulled taut over her deepening cleavage, and the other 
around the bottom hem of the shirt, she quickly pulled out and up, just barely 
managing to remove the top intact, before the pressure of her breast could pop 
the seams. It was, perhaps, a wasted effort - because, even as Tera freed her 
swelling breasts from the restraint, she knew she'd never be able to fit back into 
that top again. Not without radical alterations to either the top or herself, at any 
rate. 


However, Tera’s misgivings about what was occurring weren't exactly a univer- 
sally-shared sentiment. “Come on, babies, show mama what you've got,” Red 
crooned to her chest, her long-nailed hands roaming over the twitching fabric of 





her shirt. Unlike the other women, she exhibited no blush, no sign of discomfort, 
as she urged her breasts onwards and outwards. “Make mama proud, you gor- 
geous globes - grow, baby, grow!” Whereas Tera’s breasts were ignoring her, Red’s 
seemed eager to obey - as she laughed in purest delight with the burst of rapid 
growth that began under her still-fondling hands. “That’s it- mama needs anew 
pair of boobs!” Red cried, throwing her head back in pleasure. 


There was a loud ‘thump’ - as Jack, wide eyed and stunned, slipped off the couch 
to sit befuddled and bewildered on the floor. His eyes were having a very hard 
time indeed deciding where, exactly, to look - and there wasn’t anything particu- 
larly ‘mystical’ about the sudden growth he was experiencing, somewhat fur- 
ther south than any of the ladies. 


“No,” Carrie said, shaking her head in denial, “oh, no, no, no-| don’t want bigger 
tits...” Stumbling backwards, she slammed against the wall and sagged on wa- 
tery knees as her chest also began its growth spurt. 


“Oh, yes,” Aurora moaned, her hands now behind her thrown-back head as she 
arched her back. The smile on her lips wider than ever, she opened her eyes and 
looked down at her swelling mounds... “Oh, no!” She was no longer carting around 
a pair of grapefruit. Indeed, the softly firm mounds that were now thrust almost 
impossibly round from her tiny ribcage were easily ‘melons’ at this point, looking 
even bigger than they really were, given her diminutive build. And still growing. 


“My god... I’m huge!” Aurora gasped, hands flying to the silky flesh of her swell- 
ing mounds, the bounteous masses easily overflowing her tiny hands. “Oh, God... 
they’re getting so heavy!” 


Rolling over, Tera rose on her hands and knees and began crawling towards the 
doorway. She had no clear destination in mind but was simply operating on some 
sort of instinct to ‘get help’. As she shuffled forward, each movement of her arms 
and legs caused her breasts to jiggle and sway beneath her. Each spherical breast 
was roughly the size of a volley-ball - and still swelling. 


Red, by comparison, wasn't the least bit discomfited by her own enlarging en- 
dowments. Happily peeling the now-taut shirt away from her bulging bust, she 
cupped her hands around their spherical endowments. “That’s it, girls - keep 
a’ growing!” she extorted them, gleefully. “Bigger, baby, bigger!” 





Carrie, on the other hand, seemed to be in utter denial. Strong face strangely 
blank, she was making incoherent little sounds as her rapidly expanding bust 
put more and more strain on the stretchy fabric of her crop top. 


Jack, sitting on the floor, was making incoherent little sounds of his own, but of 
a completely different nature. 


All of this occurred over the space of less than two minutes. Two minutes from 
the first warning tingle in Aurora’s breasts to the final spurt of growth that 
brought a simultaneous stop to each women’s inflation - and a sort of momen- 
tary pause, with nearly everybody completely frozen in place. Jack, however, still 
moved a little. Everything had happened so quickly that his mind had barely been 
able to keep track of it all, and now he silently surveyed the still tableau that 
momentarily filled the room. 


The first semi-coherent thought his mind formed was a direct comparison of 
the four pair of breasts he saw. ‘My God, they're all exactly the same size...’ he 
thought, dumbly. He was not only correct, but remarkably observant - because 
most people would have been hard-pressed to make that realization. Though 
each woman’s breasts were identical in size, they were on completely different 
bodies, creating completely different appearances. 


Jack’s stunned gaze traveled over to where Carrie stood, slumped against the 
wall, eyes vacantly staring off into the distance. Long, shapely, and incredibly 
toned legs loosely held her upright. The golden giantess was, relatively speaking, 
the ‘least’ affected by the massive growth she’d sustained. Her height and broad 
shoulders allowed her new bust to be described as merely ‘huge’. She was also 
the only one of the new nymphs still wearing a top - her spandex crop-top had 
stretched out into little more than a thin band that barely covered her nipples. It 
was however digging painfully into the golden masses of breast flesh that spilled 
out above and below the straining fabric. 


When Carrie tanned, it was in a tiny little string bikini that she’d never have 
dreamed letting anybody else see her in. Now, with her breasts so greatly ex- 
panded, the previously tiny triangles of paler flesh around her nipples were clearly 
visible, as was the darker bronze of her large, domed aureole, with only the thick 





length of her actual nipples compressed under the painful constriction of her 
top. 


Red, on the other hand, had the lighter complexion of a true redhead, and had 
no tan lines to mar the firm perfection of her massive new globes, which were 
cupped happily in the palm of each hand. Silky-smooth and milky white, each 
nearly spherical breast was a good fifteen inches in diameter, which, Jack’s mind 
almost automatically computed, would have put the happy-looking redhead into 
a triple-M-cup bra size. Tipping each pale, perfect mound was a pale pink nipple 
atop a small aureole. Though not particularly long, each pale nipple was a thick, 
sharp nub that stood not only out, but also slightly up from each breast, riding 
slightly higher than the midpoint. 


Tera had extremely large, dark-brown nipples that now pointed skyward from 
where she lay on her back, her hands gently resting on the now medicine-ball- 
sized mounds. Though nearly as tall as Carrie, Tera had a much slimmer build, so 
much so that her ribcage and shoulder measurements more closely matched to 
that of the shorter Red - her breasts seemed equally as massive, though not quite 
as ‘fake’. This was partially due to the much larger, ‘in scale’ nipples she boasted, 
but it was also because they weren't quite as tautly spherical. Though still amaz- 
ingly firm, each breast held a fore-shortened sort of ‘teardrop’ shape that might 
have been a result of her being on her hands and knees at the time of the growth. 
For whatever reason, the lanky woman’s breasts had some more ‘play’ than the 
other three pairs of nearly globular breasts - although her extra height meant 
that, when standing, Tera’s slightly lower-hanging breasts still wouldn’t ‘bang 
her knees’ when walking. 


That was a real risk that Aurora might have run, had her new endowments not 
been the most perfectly firm of the group’s, and also the highest. With so little of 
each breast’s surface area able to actually ride on her tiny ribcage, the massive 
globes were almost entities onto themselves. Whereas each of the other women 
could boast some degree of lead in from the tops and sides to mar the spherical 
regularity of their breasts, Aurora’s massive new mounds were almost utterly 
spherical. The only ‘missing’ part was about ten percent where they actually went 
into Aurora’s chest. That’s exactly how they appeared - it was as if somebody 
had simply grown a pair of perfectly round breasts and somehow managed to 
push them into Aurora’s slender ribcage. They stuck a good six inches out from 
each side, and much more mass protruded roundly at the front. 





“Yuh...” Jack said thickly, his brain still trying to work under the handicap of a 
decreased blood flow, “you.. You girls... You girls are gorgeous!” 


That broke the tableau. Aurora and Tera both turned to gape at him, though 
Aurora with a startled look, and Tera with a deep blush. Red, however, giggled 
brightly. “Why, you're just the sweetest thing...” she said warmly as she uncoiled 
herself from the couch and headed over to where Carrie still stood. As she passed 
by, she lightly patted Jack on top of the head. 


Her walk was something truly interesting to see. Though somewhat subdued 
by the new center of balance she was experiencing, her bouncy stride was still in 
evidence - with every step, those massive new breasts swayed and jiggled in a 
simple up, down-to-the-left, jiggle-to-center, down-to-the-right pattern that Jack 
found perfectly hypnotic. Reaching her taller companion, Red first surveyed the 
blank look in Carrie’s eyes, then shifted her gaze down to the bulging bust-line 
the swimmer now possessed. 


“Gee, that looks painful,” Red remarked with a smirk. Lifting one hand, she placed 
the long, ruby nail of her index finger against the straining fabric oven Carrie: S 
cleavage, and pushed. The technical term was “catastrophic AA 
failure due to loss of structural integrity.” With 
that one, small breach made in its 
structure, the 
spandex crop-top 
quite simply ex- 
ploded. With a loud, 
flat ‘bang’, the top 
burst from Carrie’s W 
body, startling the | 
golden woman back 
to consciousness. 
Her new bust, red 
with marks where 
the top had com- 
pressed the flesh, 
surged and bounced 
out into their full, 








spherical form. 


“Did you say ‘gorgeous ” The question was a chorus as Aurora, Tera, and Carrie 
all found their brains kicking into gear at more or less the same second. It was, 
however, in three completely different tones of voice. From Aurora, it was a com- 
pletely stunned tone of voice. From Tera, one of hopeful disbelief. And from Car- 
rie, one of flat rage. The giant woman’s eyes narrowed in anger, and she, both 
metaphorically and literally, regained her footing. 


Eyes suddenly sharpening, Jack quickly held his hands up defensively. “Sorry - 
knee-jerk reaction,” he said, flushing brightly. “Emphasis on the ‘jerk’, | admit...” 


“Now, that’s not fair,” Red said, coming over and sitting on the couch next to 
him - which, not by coincidence, put her massive new breasts just about face- 
level with the head they now dwarfed. Though her body was twisted so that it 
nearly buried Jack’s face in cleavage, her sharp gaze was directed at Carrie. “There’s 
nothing wrong with a man finding exceptionally large, firm breasts on a woman 
attractive. And, considering the circumstances, | think he can even be forgiven 
for blurting out that particular preference at that particular moment.” 


“Are you kidding me?” Carrie asked in angry disbelief. Her hands - the only ones 
in the group even coming close to being able to fully cradle her new endowments 
- curled into loose fists. “We all grow freakishly huge breasts, and freak-boy here 
finds them... attractive?” Her voice had grown steadily louder and more forceful 
through the ‘question’. In full bellow, her voice was an awesome instrument, not 
raw and hoarse but incredibly rich and full, like an angry symphony. 


“He thinks these... monstrosities are gorgeous?!” she demanded, her voice rat- 
tling the rafters as she took two steps towards the suddenly very alarmed man, 
who, despite himself, couldn’t help but notice the fetching way her breasts moved 
with her firm stride. The sharp jiggle-sway of Carrie’s breasts was different than 
Red’s unselfconscious bouncing. “| become some sort of huge-breasted, freakish 
caricature of a woman, a laughable, top-heavy excuse for a woman that nobody 
will ever take seriously ever again, and this little worm compliments me...?” 


Her glowering anger was bad enough, and then her eyes fell on the notable 
bulge straining the crotch of Jack’s jeans. Her loose fists became so tight that 
they could have crushed titanium without any effort. “Make... that... thing... go... 





away!” she said, her richly enraged voice edging towards near insanity as her 
glittering eyes fixed almost unwillingly on the bulge. It was, of course, a some- 
what ludicrous demand, but the implicit threat in her voice certainly helped the 
very process she was demanding. However, the fear-inspired shrinkage of Jack’s 
erection wasn’t happening nearly fast enough for the enraged giantess, and she 
took a step closer and jabbed out a suddenly unfurled index finger in the direc- 
tion of Jack’s crotch, preparatory to another demand... that she never made. 


The instant the index finger became fully extended, and driven by the force of 
her unconscious will, every drop of liquid in the room spontaneously lifted itself 
up and unerringly spouted itself onto Jack’s crotch. It wasn’t so much the chilled 
white whine that succeeded in quelling any sexual feelings Jack might have had. 
Undoubtedly, the chilled liquid that shot from each partially full glass and the 
steady stream that rose from the bottle like a genie’s mist before hosing down- 
ward were definitely the proverbial ‘cold shower’. It was however more from the 
very sharp impact of the sealed bottle of Scotch, pulled along simply as a side 
effect of its liquid contents blind obedience to their mistress’ command. 


With a muffled, high-pitched shriek, Jack folded up on his side, eyes wide as he 
gasped for breath and cradled his crotch. “Oh, uh...” Carrie muttered, suddenly 
nonplused as she stared at her still-extended index finger. 


“Don’t worry,” Red assured her, as she knelt down and began stroking Jack’s leg 
in a comforting manner, “when the cops ask how this happened, we'll just say 
you were cleaning it and it just went off.” 


Carrie blinked - and then the faintest hint of a smile began to form on her lips 
as the realization finally began to assert itself, of what the huge breasts she’d 
just grown marked her as. A hint of shame flushed her golden cheeks, and she 
stiffly crouched down over Jack, casting him in the shadow of her enormous bo- 
som. “I’m sorry, Jack - | really didn’t know it was, uh, loaded,” she said, obviously 
less than proficient in the fine art of apologizing. 


“Yeah... s’okay...” Jack gasped, slowly leveraging himself into a sitting position... 
then stopping dead, waiting for sudden death to come. Still too focused on his 
throbbing testicles, he didn’t looked up before starting his assent, and now he 
sat with his face inadvertently thrust firmly into the deep cleavage of Carrie’s 
massive breasts. A golden round curve of warm, wonderfully silky flesh pressed 





adjacent each of his cheeks. ‘Well, at least it’s a hell of a way to go, Jack thought, 
waiting for the golden giantess to either use her inexplicable powers or her pow- 
erful muscles to rip him apart for the impertinence. 


Indeed, as she felt Jack’s face firmly press itself into her huge new bust, Carrie 
stiffened in immediate anger. Then, a scant instant later, the actual physical sen- 
sation of his warm face pressed firmly into her yawning cavern of cleavage regis- 
tered, and she found some of her anger, quite unexpectedly, diverted. Suddenly 
blushing furiously, Carrie settled for simply leaning back before rising again, re- 
moving her breasts gently from the contact, as she tried to cope with the very 
pleasantness of the brief experience. 


“Oh, dear God, | may never be able to walk again,” Aurora said in a voice of re- 
signed disgust, as she carefully levered herself into a full sitting position on the 
edge of the chair. Despite this, however, she managed a rueful smile in Jack’s 
direction. “You might like the way they look on me, Jack - but you certainly 
wouldn't enjoy the way they feel on me. | think my body weight just doubled, 
and all of it up top and out front...” Tera - laying on her back beside the chair - 
suddenly flushed in mortification. She’d been in the middle of pitying herself for 
the weight of her own breasts - but her build and musculature were certainly 
better suited for handling them than the petite woman’s were. 


“Well, here goes nothing,” Aurora said. Taking a deep breath and bracing her- 
self for failure, she tried to push herself upright. Not only did she rise easily from 
the chair, but she actually floated upwards several inches from the floor in a 
Lunar-like ‘hop’ before settling gently back down to the floor in a perfect, pixie- 
like landing. 


“Holy shit. Pardon my French, but, well, holy shit!” Red said, staring. 

“Holy shit, indeed,” Aurora said, an odd look on her face as she bounced slightly 
on her toes. Though, like before, she still felt the massive weight of her new tits 
threatening to pull her flat on her face, her entire body briefly defied gravity again, 


the bounce lifting her an inch or so into the air. 


“Whoa... nymph of the air, no shit!” Tera said, staring wide-eyed at Aurora. 


“Nymph of the...” Jack said, shaking his head slowly in confusion, “ladies, uh... 





what exactly is going on here?” 


“It’s sort of complicated,” Aurora said, then blinked thoughtfully. “Well, here, 
just read this.” She carefully turned, starting to reach for the letter... and a gust of 
wind came out of nowhere, caught the letter up, and whirled it to a perfect land- 
ing in Jack’s lap. 


“Now that,” Red said, a bit stunned as she distractedly pulled a cigarette out of 
her pack and slipped it between her full lips, “was cool.” With the cigarette held 
by her lips, Red’s hand opened and started back towards the pocket of her denim 
skirt, intending to get her lighter. Her mind, in fact, was already at that part, 
knowing that she needed flame to light her cigarette... and just as simple as the 
thought, the end of the cigarette burst briefly aflame, quickly falling back to the 
low glow as Red blinked, then inhaled. 


“Well, well - that’ll save you a fortune in matches and lighter fluid, now won't 
it?” Carrie said, the faint smile still playing on her lips. 


Suddenly, for each of the women, huge breasts didn’t seem like that big a 
price to pay for their new powers, as yet barely touched. 


“Okay, so | think we've got air, water and fire figured out,” Tera said, carefully 
sitting up. “Now - what can ‘earth’ do?” Wondering how exactly she went about 
invoking her powers, the tall woman began to struggle to lift her considerably 
more top-heavy form off the floor... and discovered, as the others had, that her 
powers more or less invoked themselves in an attempt to carry out her wishes. 
First, she felt a sudden pressure in her swollen breasts, and she hesitated, horri- 
fied to think they might be preparing to expand again. Then she gasped, shocked, 
as her nipples suddenly tightened and a thick stream of milk suddenly ran from 
each, spilling down her body in a rush that slicked her well-toned stomach and 
soaked her jeans. Though lasting but few seconds, the flow was more than 
enough to leave her sitting in a puddle of warm milk, one that only made her 
redouble her efforts to rise up out of... 


The floor was wood - well varnished oak as a matter of fact - but that didn’t 
keep the long-dead material from responding to the immense power of the dryad 
it supported. Even as Tera began to struggle, there was a strange creaking sound, 
and then green shoots all-but-exploded from the floor under her, soaking up the 





puddle of milk in the blink of an eye. Before anybody could react, the shoots thick- 
ened and darkened and expanded, and a second later a very stunned-looking 
Tera was sitting comfortably in a chair formed out of the twined branches of the 
stunted trees that had sprouted, grown, and died all in the space of a few sec- 
onds. “Oh, wow,” Tera said, in a very small, very stunned voice. 


Taking in the definite throne-like aspects of the chair, which was now part of 
the very floorboards, Red mockingly bowed low. “All hail the Earth Mother,” she 
intoned, sarcastically. A second passed as Red remained bowed. “Help,” Red said 
in a very quiet, very contrite voice. It suddenly dawned on the others that, having 
performed the deep 
bow without think- 
ing, Red was now 
finding it impos- 
sible to straighten 
up under the 
weight of her new 
bust. However, she 
didn’t need any 
help as, with a low 
roaring sound, twin 
tongues of flame 
leapt from each 
breast and lifted 
her straight again. 
Red smiled 
thoughtfully as she 
realized she now 
had rocket-pro- 
` pelled breasts. 





Having finished 
the letter and grasped its meaning, Jack watched this phenomenon with consid- 
erably more composure than any of the women. “Well, there’s something you 
don't see every day,” he commented to the stunned women. Then, as only seemed 
sensible under the circumstances, he fainted dead away. 








The strange yet wonderful dream was still foremost in Jack’s mind. He felt warm 
and comfortable and didn’t want to open his eyes to the cold, cruel reality of the 
waking world. With a soft sigh of pleasure, Jack shifted position, burrowing his 
face deeper into the valley between the two surprisingly warm, remarkably firm 
pillows... and received a giggle that came right thorough the twin masses pressed 
firmly against his face. 


Jack’s eyes popped open. This close, it was damned hard to focus them properly, 
but his eyes seemed to be reporting that his face was nestled into the most 
mouth-watering cleavage, and for a second, Jack’s mind spun in a circle. Not for 
any of the more obvious reasons, but because the wonderful cleavage seemed to 
be the wrong color, not the pale milky shade he’d almost instinctively assumed 
he should be seeing. 


“Welcome back to the world of the living, sleepy-head,” Carrie said, with an- 
other deep chuckle. Jack suddenly realized that Carrie was somehow laying back 
on the couch with her head supported on the armrest, while he was laying on 
top of her. The ‘pillows’ of his bed were her amazing breasts, and the ‘blankets’ 
were the long, smooth legs curled around his legs and hips and the strong-yet- 
gentle arms around his chest. His first impulse was straightforward - since ev- 
erything in his mind told him to simply burrow back in and go back to sleep. The 
second impulse, based on saving the rest of his skin, was to get away from the 
woman who'd been so pissed earlier over his inadvertent comment about their 
new appearances. And finally, higher logic managed to kick in, telling him that: 
a) Carrie didn’t sound angry, b) he’d gotten in this position without any help at 
all from himself, and c) he couldn’t have forced his way out of the embrace he 
was in, even if he’d wanted to. 


“Okay, turn over,” Carrie said, relaxing - but not releasing - her grip. A bit hesi- 
tantly, Jack complied. With Jack’s head supported by the wonderful firmness of 
her breasts, Carrie tightened her embrace again as she pushed against the other 
armrest with her feet. She slowly raised them both up into a semi-seated re- 
clined position, allowing Jack an unfettered look at the other three women stand- 
ing over the couch, their massive new endowments nearly blocking his view of 
their faces at this angle. Two thousand, three hundred and seventy-four sepa- 





rate questions flashed across Jack’s mind - and he chose the safest of those to 
voice: “How long have | been out?” 


“Oh, just a couple of minutes,” Aurora said. “We're sorry if we startled you that 
badly - but this all came as a bit of a shock to us, too, remember.” 


“I. see...” Jack said, slowly. 


“No, he doesn't,” Red told the others, grinning. “Most of all - or is it least of all - 
he doesn’t see why he’s being held in the arms and legs of a woman who was 
not only royally pissed at him, but nearly castrated him with a bottle of scotch, 
which would have been a waste mention a perfectly good cock, speaking of which, 
how’s it feeling, Jack?” 


Jack’s mind didn’t even have time to catch up to the question, much less come 
up with a response, before Red continued on, “Anyway, Carrie here figured she 
kinda owed you something for all that, and she said that now that she’s stuck 
with those breasts, she might as well get used to them, and though lotsa guys 
are gonna think she’s freaky, you actually like our new boobs, and what’s more, 
since you know about us now, we should keep things friendly, since the other 
choice would be to kill ya to shut you up about us, and none of us wanted to do 
that.” 


That caused Jack to blink, but Carrie chuckled, tearing his mind from the morbid 
thought. “All that, and she didn’t mention the most important reason,” Carrie 
said. 


“What’s that?” Jack asked, half-afraid. 


“Why - it just plain feels good, little man,” Carrie said, teasing him, then leaned 
forward and gave him a peck on his upturned forehead. 


“Actually,” Aurora said, grinning at the stunned look on the man’s face before 
sobering up. “There’s something you really do need to know, and it is directly 
related to why Carrie is quite comfortable wrapped around you like that - speak- 
ing of which, my enormous naiad friend, would you mind letting him up, please? 
| would think he’s having some trouble maintaining perfectly coherent thought 
in that particular position, and besides which, you ladies need to know this as 





well.” 


Regretfully, Carrie unwrapped herself from Jack, and they both sat up on the 
couch, while Red settled into the armchair and Tera on her own tree-throne. Tak- 
ing a breath, Aurora paused to make a mental adjustment, having discovered 
that she could adjust the density of the air to form an unseen ‘bra’ that sup- 
ported the weight of her massive, firm new breasts without any strain at all. 
Then, with her massive new globes proceeding her, she began pacing back and 
forth, with the undivided attention of the other four on her. 


“Though we were all somewhat surprised by what happened to us tonight, I'd 
had some suspicions before hand, and so, had done some research,” she explained 
quickly, for Jack’s benefit. “One thing | have learned is that the creation ofa nymph 
is a very rare event, and itis even rarer for a Mortal to be present when it happens 
- yet, by happenstance, you managed to be present for the creation of four of 
them.” She paused with some unnamed expression crossing her face. “There is a 
reason,” she began, picking her way through the sentence with care, “why ex- 


>,” 


tremely sexually active women are sometimes referred to as ‘nymphomaniacs’... 


There was a gasp from Tera - and a startled 
giggle from Red. Blushing, Aurora continued, 
“You were surprised by finding yourself in 
Carrie’s embrace, because you considered it 
an atypical reaction for her - as, indeed, I’m 
sure it is. However, earlier, you inadvert- 
ently touched her - and that’s when she 
discovered one of the effects of having 
a mortal present at the ‘birth’ of a 
nymph. You see, you are bound to 
us, and us to you - which means, 
among other things, that your 
very touch is extremely pleasur- 
able to any of us...” 
















The flush was now a deep 
red - almost as deep a red 
as the haironthe woman 
eyeing Jack with a thor- 





oughly speculative look. Aurora, however, persevered. “There are other effects as 
well, though,” she explained. “First, there is the fact that you'll have to move in 
with us.” 


“What?” Jack blurted out, though not exactly horrified at the prospect. 


“Lesser nymphs are tied to specific things,” Aurora explained. “A hammadryad, 
the lesser version of what Tera has become, is tied to her tree, growing old and 
dying with it. We, however, are part of nature, and so will be nearly immortal - 
but we are still somewhat ‘tied’ to this vale, as were our great grandmothers. 
This vale is the source, and the repository, of our powers, and though we would 
never be completely powerless anywhere, our powers would grow weaker the 
farther we travel from the vale... except for you.” 


“What do you mean?” Jack asked, trying to keep a grip on the conversation, one 
he would have found utterly ridiculous if not for the ample evidence before him, 
in the form of four unbelievably buxom women. 


“You, Jack, are a storage battery,” Aurora explained. “Any of us four can charge 
you with energy to be used when we are away from the vale by... well, by, um... 
providing you with pleasure.” 


Dead silence greeted that one for all of ten seconds. “Brace yourself, Mr. Ener- 
gizer, ‘cause you're about to be charged,” Red said with an eager grin, starting to 
rise... and, without getting off the couch, Jack also started to rise. Aurora, sigh- 
ing, waved Red back into a sitting position - and since it was accompanied by a 
cold, dense movement of air, Red didn’t really have a choice. 


“That’s part her normal personality, and part of the nymph urge,” Aurora ex- 
plained to Jack. “That’s just it, you see - all four of us now have an instinctive urge 


to store as much energy in you as possible, for future use.” 


“Oh...” Jack said, blinking. 


“Please - try and be... responsible about it.,” Aurora said, flushing, but with a 
look not unlike Red’s in her own eyes. «The way it works is this - unless you leave 
the vale with one or more of us close by, the energy you're holding will want to 
‘bleed off’ - creating some, um, interesting effects, as you would basically be 
unconsciously manifesting nymph-like powers, without any control. That would 





quite likely get you talked about, even more than moving in with four unbeliev- 
ably buxom women would...” 


Grinning, Jack rocked a hand in a ‘maybe/maybe-not’ gesture that made 
Aurora look down at her massive boobs, and raise an eyebrow. 


“Point taken,” she agreed, a giggle in her voice. “Okay, then. As | said, we're all 
sort of tied together now, so | guess we're going to have to learn to be 
comfortable with the situation. To that end...” His own eyebrows just about hit 
the ceiling as, without so much as moving a muscle, Aurora used a sudden 
change in air-pressure to cause her slacks and panties to tear apart, falling 
into a ragged pile of rags at her feet. Still blushing, but smiling, she struck a 
pose, letting Jack inspect every inch of her, from her dainty little feet to the top 
of her short, pixie-cut platinum hair - and all the highly interesting topography 
in between. 


“Nicely done,” Red complemented her, rising to saunter with a hip-swaying 
stride to where Aurora stood. Striking a pose, she grinned at Jack, and her 
clothes burst into flame, leaving only rapidly cooling ashes to flutter to the 
ground as she lifted her hands above her head and said, “Tada!” Naked and 
posed, her supple body was as every bit as sensual as her voice and her eyes, 
the wide hips and full ass leading into a slender waist that disappeared under 
the shadow of her amazing breasts. 


Still, for all that, Jack didn’t feel the least bit cheated as Carrie stole his 
attention as she flanked Red, towering well above the shapely flame nymph. 
For several seconds, she simply seemed to be posing. Then Jack noticed the 
increased sheen of her golden flesh and realized that she was pulling the 
moisture right out of the air itself. She was increasing its surface tension as it 
came to her, creating a glassy, incredibly slick layer over every square inch of 
her body, like a transparent super-Teflon coating... even the tight bike shorts 
couldn't grip that slick surface, and they slid down to puddle around her 
ankles. Lifting first one foot, then the other, Carrie stepped out of them, also 
leaving her shoes and socks lying discarded on the ground. Smiling, the golden 
goddess began to run her hands over her enormous, now incredibly slick 
breasts, throwing a wink at him as she licked her lips. 


Tera, not nearly as comfortable as her companions, finally stood and 
practically shuffled into line, her face a fluorescent red. Despite her 
awkwardness, she didn’t hesitate. Taking a deep breath, she closed her hazel 





eyes fora moment to concentrate, and her clothes - all of which were 
responsibly made of natural materials - quickly decayed away until only a dry 
pile of dust lay around her bare feet. Opening her eyes, she managed a shy 
smile for him, her hands somewhat self-consciously hovering around her trim 
hips in an instinctive move to cover her lean, taut body - when even both 
hands, together, couldn't even hide one of her new globes from his view. 


“Gee,” Red said, in mock thoughtfulness, “is it just me, or does somebody here 
seem awfully overdressed?” 


There was no mystical display of powers, now. Before he could even voice a 
token protest, he was hit on all sides by four warm, squirming masses of 
female flesh, most of which seemed to be spherical and softly firm - and, as a 
quick ‘opinion poll’ showed, rather tasty. 

..s0 many big breasts... 

..SO Warm... 

..comforting... 

With matching expressions of amused resignation, the four quite aroused 
women drew back from the slumbering man. “We do have to remember that, 
while we only need to eat and sleep for the pleasure of it, Jack’s still fully 
human,” Aurora pointed out, as she gently lifted him on a cloud of air and sent 
him floating off to bed. 


“Still,” Red said, grinning wickedly, “tomorrow, when he’s freshly rested...” 


Sharing a smile among themselves, the four new immortals began scheming. 


The Adventure Continues With 
Brassieres & Bad Attitudes 





